yours?" He was by this time pawing Theodora as
though to make sure that she were not a stage
property.

"Yes, sir/' Macedonia said, "my great friend."

"YouVe got a very fine-looking friend, what; eh,
Pheemy? And she's your very great friend. I like that:
'my great friend'. I like folk what stick up for friends.
But, dammy, girl, you'll take cold, after dancing; run
and put on your cloak. See, your friend's brought your
cloak. Put it on. What do you call yourself, hey? Mace-
donia? A fine name. The finest name. No name to
touch it and no place. Hear that, Pheerny, she's called
Macedonia. I knew she'd have some name like that. And
you come from there, darling?"

"My people do, sir, from Dirke."

"Dirke of the Dove-nests; ah, child, my old grand-
dam was from near Dirke. Well, run away, child, and
put on your warm things after dancing, you and your
friend, and you'll hear from us, be sure. We're all Mace-
donian at the Palace, all the lot of us; and you've taken
us all home to-day. Now, away with you or you'll take
cold."

He dismissed them, and then with good humour and
much genuine shrewd criticism went to each member
of the company with praise and chaff and encourage-
ment; and then, to the astonishment of everybody, said;
"Where's the man who planned it all? What's his
name?" Sosthenes came forward and named himself.
"Well, sir," the Emperor said, "you gave us my old
home again. The finest show what ever come to
Byzantium. These silly fellows are all for wild beasts
and horse-racing; but we in Sardica have more sense. I
know about dancing. I danced like the best of you in
my young days. I'll not keep you all now; but I thank
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